MABEL : Don't, Jim ! (She puts her hand on his,)
\The bugles begin to blow Ci Lights out '* in the
Wellington Barracks.

JIM : It's after ten !

[They sit there in complete silence as the long drawn-
out, unchanging call passes its way once more.
MABEL : It's sad, isn't it, Jim ? It seems to go
marching on.

JIM : Somehow or other, we all go inarching on.
[They sit there hand in hand.

CURTAIN

SCENE xi

SCENE : Delauney's office. Just as in Scene i,
Act I. The idea is to continue from where the scene
ended.

DELAUNEY : I think, my dear Schloss, we must
freely admit that there can be no answer to that.
SCHLOSS : My dear Mr. Delauney, I am unfor-
tunately compelled to agree.

DELAUNEY : This life Is full of dreams and
romance if one only keeps one's eyes open.
One of my best friends flung himself under an
underground train because his wife fell in love
with an ironmonger's assistant in the Brompton
Road.

BARCALDINE : Indeed !
MABEL :  I say !

DELAUNEY : Now Schloss has got to invent his

stories. Sit down and try and think them out !
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